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such a look, and then, all low and solemn, he gave me his
blessing! I didn't know whether to laugh or cry. Listen, Wizz
—oh, I can't wait to tell you my great news!—but do you
think he did any good with Jenny?"
By this time the two young women—and Wizz began to
feel her spirits rapidly coming back under the spell of her
friend's excitement—were safe in "Thel's" cosy kitchen, where
it was an indescribable relief to the younger girl to warm her-
self at the glowing stove. But for some reason she felt reluc-
tant to tell her friend all she knew about the effect of Mr.
Wye's visit to Friary Lane. She was no sentimentalist; but
there had been a note struck in her morning's encounter with
Jenny that made her prefer to keep her and Claudius out of
this particular conversation. So, to change the topic as they
sat facing the open stove, she asked her friend how they'd
got on during the storm.
"Wasn't it awful?" replied Thuella, and then held her
peace for an instant, while an almost mystical look came into
her expressive face. "But—I'll tell you—all about that—later.
How's Uryen now? I suppose Nance was in that taxi we
heard ?" She fell into silence again; and Wizzie thought:" She's
keeping back something about Uryen, just as I am about
Jenny. Oh, dear! What people we all are!"
But the other went on now in a low musing tone, as if talk-
ing to herself. "It was my fault at the start. It put it into D.'s
head to introduce him to the Cumbers. It all began at that
Antelope party."
Wizzie looked at her closely. "Do you think, Thel,' " she
said gravely, "that he'll be himself again, after a time? Nance
came to D.'s to-day—did you know that?—to get him one of
those damned heads. I couldn't bear to see him with it. It
was like Sister Agatha, when she got queer about the image
of the Blessed Infant. I wish now that D. hadn't let him have
it."
This time it was the elder girl who changed their topic of
conversation. "Yes—it was the worst storm I've ever known
here. How quiet everything seems now! Dad thinks there's a
chimney, or a piece of the roof, blown down. Our fire, in there,
smoked terribly. We could hardly see in the room. But Dum-
bell's been out, and can't see anything wrong. We've always
called those noises our 'Glymes ghost,' and we'd look silly—

